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Stanzas
TO THE MEMORY OR SARA TEASDALE
By EDWIN H. SAUER
I
Once when men were beating drums
And playing bugles at my door,
I saw a little heap of dust
Lying on the floor.
II
I’ve been away from sky so long;
I’ve kept my gaze beneath the trees,
I’ve had my eyes too much on men

Learning of finalities.
Ill
Who has fixed the length of Beauty’s wings
Or deemed they shall a certain color be?

Some like them long and bright; some, short and dark.
It matters nothing if we disagree.
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Our Orphaned Islands
By ROBERT J. ZOLG
(Eprror’s Nore—The question of Philippine independence is paramount today. Mr. Zolg’s article is a
thorough discussion of it. The editor is proud to recommend the article to all EXPONENT readers.)
VERsince the day in 1521 when the great
iy navigator Fernando Magellan first stepped
onto the shores of the Philippine Islands, the
islands have been the scene of almost constant
blood-shed and strife of one kind or another.
Magellan, having sailed under the colors of the
King of Spain, naturally claimed the newly discovered lands for that monarch.

Unknown to him-

personal choice, and they proceeded to indulge their
unpleasant habit under any pretext.

Oftentimes

they eschewed a pretext altogether, and gleefully
sallied forth, “snickersnee” in hand to gather a half
dozen Spanish heads, with which they might further enhance the beauty of the tribal skull-house.
These unpleasant customs of the natives were so

displeasing to the Spanish governors that they rebuked the unhappy little brown men with fire and
sword.

From tthat time peace reigned, (except for the occasional running “amok” of some crazed native),

self, he had found a group of 3,141 islands compris-

until 1896, when the Islands again revolted against
their masters who were already very much occu-

ing in all 114,400 square miles, inhabited by numer-

pied in keeping Cuba under control.

ous blood-thirsty devils who eventually murdered
the great navigator. The census of 1930 showed a

managed, by using pacific methods, to keep the Phil-

population of 12,604,100, of whom approximately
10,800,000 were civilized; in this case, civilized

feated the Spanish fleet in the battle of Manila Bay,
and General Merrett, U. S. A., entered the city of

means, they lived under roofs, cooked their food and
went not wholly naked.
Under the ensuing Spanish occupation, the Filipinos were for a short time treated to a government
rather more liberal than that ordinarily employed
in the Spanish provinces and colonies.

Manila at the head of U. S. marines and soldiers.

Gradually, however, the shackles of government

were tightened and the usual harsh restrictions on
commerce and trade were vigorously enforced.
Now, the Filipinos, being a more than somewhat
war-like people, immediately took offense at these
actions and likewise took retaliatory measures.

Which is to say, that many of the Filipinos were
head-hunters by ancient tribal custom as well as by

The Spanish

ippines more or less quiet until, in 1898, Dewey de-

At the time, Aguinaldo, a native patriot, and some

of his followers, returned to Manila from Hong
Kong, where they had been exiled by the Spanish.
General Merritt, for reasons never publicly explained, refused Aguinaldo and his retinue admittance to the city. In all probability, he feared that
with a leader of their own the rebellious natives
might be tempted to plunder the residents of Manila, and that in such an eventuality the nations of
the world might be inclined to look with disfavor

on the actions of the United States in the Philippines.
At any rate this action on the part of Merrett was
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greatly resented by the natives, and, from that time

Thus we see the status of the question is re-

on, Aguinaldo and other native fire-brands con-

versed, and those who once wanted independence
now want dependence, while those who were anx-

ducted a vigorous warfare against the army of the
United States.

This warfare of course, consisted

not in pitched and decisive battles but in ambuscades and much surreptitious head-lifting. Naturally the anti-American sentiment was aggravated by
the fact that the Philippines did not receive inde-

pendence at the end of the Spanish-American War,
as did Cuba.
In 1901 the Philippines were madea territory of

ious to keep the Islands a territory are now desirous of being rid of them. Which oddity brings us
to the Act of Congress for provisional liberation of
the Philippines.
This bill in brief states: “Within a year the
Philippines are to write a constitution, based on
that of the United States, to be accepted both by

the Philippines and the United States. When such

the United States under the Governor Generalship

a constitution is written and accepted, there is to be

of William Howard Taft. At the same time a gen-

over a period of ten years, an annual withdrawal of

eral amnesty was declared for all rebels; but naturally enough this evidence of good-feeling on the
part of the United States did not alleviate the re-

United States troops from the Philippines, and an
annual increase in the tariff on Philippine goods ex-

sentment of the Filipinos who had thought they
were to receive their independence. Consequently,
the patriot Aguinaldo continued his guerilla warfare
against American troops until, in 1910, he was captured by means of trickery. The captaure of Aguinaldo is in itself a very interesting story.
Since 1910 there has been no fighting exxcept for

ported to the United States, until in the tenth year
it will be in equality with the United States tariff
on other foreign goods.” The United States is also
to maintain a naval base there.
And what is the response of the Philippines to
this proffered independence? Resentment! Why?
They insist that the United States is freeing the
Philippines merely for the purpose of collecting rev-

occasional skirmishes in the brush, and, in conse-

enue from Philippine goods.

quence, many Americans having surplus funds, in-

come? Only God and, perhaps, Congress know.

What will be the out-

Due

On an analysis of the principal points of this bill

to the cheap native labor, rich tropical climate and

for freeing the Islands, with special reference to

duty-free entry into the Uinted States, these indus-

that part regarding the writing of a constitution, it

vested them in sugar cane and hemp-raising.

tries have thrived enormously, until today they

looks as though Congress had slipped in a little

form one of the chief sources of income for the Philippines.
In spite of this, the people of the Islands have
continued to yell themselves hoarse for independence, forgettting that the perquisites of liberty are
often more beautiful in their contemplation than in
their realization.
Peculiarly, this independence
movement has not been so intensive since the ap-

“joker.”

pearance of the prevalent economic crisis. Why?
Evidently they know on which side their bread is
buttered.

By the same token, before the depression the United States was willing to support a luxury like the
Philippines whether the Philippines wished it or
not; but since 1929 there has been a marked ten-

dency of sentiment toward freeing the Islands, and
by no means is this sentiment altruistic.

Califor-

nia, Washington and Oregon would like to release
them because of the infiltration of cheap Filipino
labor into those states.

The majority of our South-

ern States have wished for the independence of the
Islands because of the fact that they bring excellent
sugar and hemp into this country duty-free, much
to the detriment of the same commodities produced
in the United States. For the same reason the
sugar-beet producing Central States wish the liberation of the group.
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Is it probable that within a year’s time,

one nation will be able to write a constitution, based

on that of a specified nation, which constitution will

be acceptable to both nations? I do not think so,
especially with the low percentage of educated persons in the Philippines.

(Although the United

States has instituted a fine system of schools in the
Islands, it is difficult to make savages study).
Perhaps Congress has handed this proposition to
the Philippine legislature with the intention of quieting the farmer here at home. This has been accomplished, but exactly the opposite is true in the
Islands. Except for a few hot-heads who still bellow for immediate and outright independence, no

one wants any part of it.

At least not now.

This

is especially true of wealthy natives, with whom it
is the custom to say to American soldiers, “Amigo,

when the last boatload of American troops is about

to leave the Islands let me know. I want to be on
the boat preceding it.” (Which little bit is plagiarized from Time magazine with apologies).
Why do people of means fear independence? Because they know it will result in economic chaos.
It is an undisputable historic fact that when an unsophisticated people come into control of a government, they sooner or later embroil it in war or anarchy. They confiscate private property, execute

government officials and exercise little or no discretion in molesting or even killing sundry citizens
. of foreign nations who reside there.

Similar phenomena may be observed in the histories of the French Revolution, the Russian Revo-

lution, the revolutions in Latin America and in al-

most any revolution you choose to name.
Such a situation might very well be the cause for
war between the United States and Japan.
Consider that in Japan there are approximately

420 people to the square mile, while in the Philippines the average population is 110 to the square

mile. With Japan’s tremendous overpopulation, she
must constantly be on the lookout for more room.

What more admirable place than the Philippines
with their relatively small population?
Furthermore, the Philippines would make a lovely

link in the Japanese “Island” Empire; completing
the chain of Japan, the Lu Chu Islands and Formosa. She might also desire them for a naval base,
for such a base would enable her to dominate east-

ern Asia from the tip of India in the south to the
shores of Siberia in the north.
Of course the United States is to maintain a naval
base there, but will it prevent Japan from casting
a hungry gaze in that direction. Surely she will attempt, by one means or another, to dispose of some
of her population there, or else to gain actual control of the Islands.

Japan has already bluffed the League of Nations
and partially bluffed the United States. Japan’s diplomats are full of the traditional Oriental guile.
Only a year ago Japan invaded Manchuria on the
pretext of protecting Japanese property, (which was

probably destroyed at her own instigation), and
there she defeated the opposing Chinese armies and

set up the independent “puppet” government of
Manchukuo.

All that the governments of Europe

and the United States could do was to write polite
notes of protest and twiddle their thumbs while
Japan went right on carrying out her project.
Suppose the same thing should occur in the Phil-

ippines, and I believe that it is not illogical to assume that it will, What will happen in such an
eventuality? Presto! The United States, in order
to maintain the medieval principle of national honor,

will be forced to do something more definite than
the mere writing of diplomatic notes; namely, to go
to war with Japan.

.

One thing that we of today, with our remembrances of the World War overlook, is the fact

that a period of war is always followed by a period
of pacifist reaction, which, with the passage of time,
fades and dies.

In another ten years (by the time the Philippines
will have become independent), a generation that
knows nothing of the horrors of the Great War,
but only the embroidered tales of old soldiers, will
have grown to fighting age. Their hot, young blood

will yearn to be shed on foreign soil for the glory
of the homeland.

Let us hope that when the Philippines have become independent, Japan will already have found

a peaceable way to dispose of her excess citizens,
and that our youth of tomorrow need not feel themselves obligated to become “‘cannon fodder” for the
outgrown principle of national honor.
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Frank Merriwell at Mildew
By DON SHARKEY
Ee

was the biggest day of the year at Mildew
College, the day of the big rifle match with
Gorgonzola University. Inside the huge stadium thousands of impatient spectators were waiting for the shooting to get under way. Outside,
thousands were clamoring for admission but not
even standing room was available now.
For weeks the students at Mildew had been awaiting this momentous day. Signs reading “Beat Gorgonzola” had been posted all about the campus.
The professors had been unable to obtain any response from the students, but perhaps they had not
tried very hard for they too were excited about the
approaching event.
Everyone knows how these matches are conducted. The Mildew sharpshooters fire in their
stadium and the Gorgonzola sharpshooters, 2,000
miles away, fire in theirs, and each school telegraphs
‘its results to the other. The spectators see their
team shoot and then hear the results from the other
school. It is all over within a few hours.
It was not always so easy, however, A few of the

old grads can remember the days when the spectators would sit in the stadium for days while the
results were sent across the country by pony ex-

press. Those were the days when the hot dog boys
really did a big business.
But let us get back to our story. This year’s
match was of special importance because to date
each school had won twenty-five matches. Two

years before, the schools stood 25 to 25, but the results of the two intervening years ‘were never
known. The first of these years Mildew was waiting to hear Gorgonzola’s score before she telegraphed her own. It had so happened in the past
that the school which was the last to send the telegram was invariably the one which won the match.
No doubt this was only a coincidence, but athletic

directors are notoriously superstitious. Well, to
make a long story short, the crowd waited and
waited, but the telegram never arrived.

At the end

of three weeks everyone got tired of waiting and
went home. Apparently the messenger boy could
not find the stadium or else the authorities at Gorgonzola were employing the same strategy as those
at Mildew.

Last year both schools were feeling the depres-
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sion and so both sent their telegrams collect. As a
result the final score remained unknown and the

two schools still stood 25-25.
This year both rifle teams had been assured of
enough money to send their telegrams, and it appeared that everything was going off without a
hitch. The Mildew band marched across the field
resplendent in their brightly colored uniforms.
The cheer leaders led the crowd in one yell after
another. The students had all sorts of noisemaking
devices.

Somebody even had a cowbell.

A mighty

cheer arose as the team entered the field, and then
a hushed silence fell over everyone as the first
sharpshooter took his position and prepared to fire.
One after another the Mildew marksmen fired.
As a whole they were doing about as well as the
local sports writers had predicted. But one question was uppermost in everyone’s mind. What was
Gorgonzola doing? And then the telegram arrived. Gorgonzola, being on Eastern Standard
time, had completed her shooting already. The
crowd gasped as the telegram was read through
the amplifiers. There was only one more Mildew
man to fire and he would have to make a perfect
score in order to win for his team. Such a thing
was well-nigh impossible.
The last man got into position. Every eye in
that vast stadium was upon him. He signalled to
some attendants at the other end of the field who

immediately removed the old target and put a new
one in its place. Calmly and deliberately he raised
the rifle to his shoulder and took aim. Everyone
in the crowd held his breath expectantly. Then
came the sharp retort of the rifle. The next instant the vast throng leaped to its feet as one man

and cheered lustily.

He had scored a bull’s eye!

Again the marksman lifted the rifle to his shoul-

der. But this time he did not seem to be taking
careful aim. “What’s the matter with that guy?
Doesn’t he know he has to make a bull’s eye every >
time or else we lose the match?” somebody groaned,
Someone else shouted, “Take him out!” But it was
too late. The retort was heard again, and again

the crowd cheered. Another bull’s eye!
The next time he waved to someone in the starids
as he shot, and again he scored a bull’s eye. “Who
is this fellow anyway?’ the people asked each

other, but no one seemed to. know.

Each succeed-

ing shot appeared to be more difficult than the one
before it.

This strange man fired from all sorts of

positions—sitting, standing, kneeling, and lying.

Sometimes he did not even bother to lift the rifle
to his shoulder. But always he made a bull’s eye.

For his last shot he had a boy scout pedal a bicycle

across the field while he, blindfolded, stood on his
head on the handle-bars and fired. Again it was a
bull’s eye! The day was saved!
The crowd went wild. It swept out of the stands
and across the field, but the hero of the day was
not to be found. With the modesty which characterizes all the truly great, he had disappeared from
the scene of his triumph.
*,

*

*

*

*

o*

*

*

2

Along with the thousands of others I had sat in
the stands tense with excitement as the unknown
hero made bull’s eye after bull’s eye. Then afterwards as the throng was wildly cheering, I did some
quick thinking. In all the United States, yes even
in the world, there was just one person who could

perform such a remarkable feat.

Who was it who

always won every football, basketball, and baseball

game for his dear old Alma Mater just when she
needed him most? There could be no other answer.
Frank Merriwell was now attending Mildew College!

*

%

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

A few minutes later I found myself knocking at
the door of room 105 in the men’s dormitory. “Come
in,’ said a voice which was pleasant but which indicated that its owner had great strength of char-

acter and could become very serious when the occasion demanded. I opened the door and stepped in.
I found myself facing a tall, well built, clean-cut,

athletic looking lad who had apparently just risen
from his chair. “Are you Mr. Merriwell?” I asked.
He laughed a hearty but kindly laugh, a laugh
which indicated that in spite of his great fame he
was very human after all. “Just call me Frank,”
he said. “Nobody ever calls me Mister. It’s too
formal.”
One could not help but feel at one’s ease with
such a person. As I seated myself in a chair which
he had indicated, I said, “Frank, aren’t you the
man who just did that remarkable shooting which
saved the day for Mildew?”
“Well, yes,” he admitted, “but that was nothing.
What did you want to see me about?”
“Nothing!” And through his half open window
was coming the frenzied cheering of the people in
the stadium still hunting for their hero. When I
knocked at the door he had apparently been reading. I glanced at the book which was lying open
on the arm of his chair. It was “The Niebelungen-

lied” in the original German.
He had quietly
sneaked away from the crowd in order to be able

to read in his room. What modesty!
“Well,” I commenced, “I am writing a series of
magazine articles entitled “Little Studies in Success.” Now I would like to write about you for the

second article of the series.”
He blushed and said, “I hardly consider myself
a great success; but go ahead.

I’ll try to answer

any question you ask me.”
“First of all, the readers would like to know how

long you have been attending college.’ ’
“I don’t know exactly,” he said thoughtfully.

believe it’s been about thirty years though.
look

surprised,

but

remember

the

old

“1

You

saying,

‘Everyone grows older but Peter Pan, Frank Merriwell, and Edna Wallace Hopper.’ ”
“You’ve attended a great many colleges in that
time, have you not?”
“Oh yes. I always go where I can get the best
offer.

Now here at Mildew I get room and board,

a B. A. degree witthout having to go to class, besides getting a little spending money now and then.
I’ve had better offers from other schools, but I like
the food here.”
“But don’t you find it rather difficult to transfer
your allegiance so often?

I mean how can you be

so devoted to so many different Alma Maters?”
“Oh no. If a school makes me a good enough
offer, I can’t help loving it. For instance, I think
I'll go to Gorgonzola next year. They offer to
pay me a flat salary. If the salary is high enough
Pll gladly do my best for dear old Gorgonzola.”
“Gorgonzola!

Why that’s the school you de-

feated today!”
“Sure, but I’m not working for them this year.”
“What do you think of college athletics?” |
asked.

“The most wonderful thing in the world,” he said.
“There you find real sport. A gang of young fellows get out there and fight for their school. It’s
good clean sport. None of this professional stuff
for me.”
Thank you, Frank,” I said as I arose to leave.

“or

“It’s certainly been a great pleasure meeting you,

and I know the readers will be interested in what

you have to say. It’s always refreshing to read
about someone who is so modest.”
.
At that moment the door opened and in stepped
another young man about Frank’s age. I recognized him at once. “Tom Swift!” I cried.
“What have you been doing?” I asked as we

shook hands.

“I haven’t heard anything of you

since I read ‘Tom Swift and His Airline Express.’ ”
“Oh, you’ll be hearing about me soon IJ guess. It
won't be long before there will be a new book on
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the market, “Tom Swift and His Giant Lawnmower.’ You see what with a new administration

in Washington and spring coming on I figured that
our cities will be needing lawnmowers to cut the
grass in their streets and so I have perfected one
for that very purpose.”
“That’s a wonderful idea!” I cried.

“Tom, you’re

a genius.”
“Well, you see I needed a little money. Now if I
can sell one lawnmower, or streetmower if you prefer, to each of a hundred cities, I can make a tidy

little profit for myself. That, together with the
o
money I receive from Frank here, will
“The money you receive from Frank?”
“Sure. Didn’t he tell you? Every time I can

help him out in any way, he insists upon compensating me for my trouble.”
“But I don’t understand how
“Oh well, I guess he didn’t want anyone to discover his little secrets, but it won’t hurt to tell you.
I bet you didn’t know I was responsible for winning that shooting match today.”
“But I—well that is— er— I mean I thought——”
“Yes that was due to a little invention of mine.
I made the bullets especially for this occasion, and
I had a powerful magnet behind the bull’s eye. You
see he couldn’t possibly miss.”
’”

“Then that’s the reason

Sonnet
For J.

By EDWIN H. SAUER
Alas, you know not I have eaten bread
Who give dry wafers to a hungry one.
Alas, you know not I have lived in sun
Who offer candles for the dark I dread.
Alas, you know not of my silken spread

Who give me this of sacks and grasses spun.
Alas, you know not of the jewels I won

And lost, and give me rings of polished lead.
But this is not ingratitude I feel,
Well-mindful am I beggars have no chotce;
This ts recalling days when I could choose.
And if your rings, the spread, the light, the meal
Lack former fineness, dare I raise my voice?
Naked, hungry, what dare I refuse?
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“Sure, that’s the reason why right after the shooting he disappeared with the target.”

Richard Wagner
THE ANNIVERSARY

By LIONEL S. GALSTAUN
()* February 13, 1883, in a typical Venetian
home, an old man sat musing over some
sheets of music.

Outdoors, the sky was

overcast, rain came beating down fitfully; the
gloominess of the external world, the murkiness
of the Grand Canal were reflected in the dismal
rooms of the house. Suddenly there was a jangling
of bells; once,-twice.

heart attacks.

‘The old man had one of his

A valet came hustling to his side,

and tenderly helped him to bed. As the old man’s
vest was being removed, a watch slipped out of the

little pocket and fell to the floor. “My watch?”
came the querulous ejaculation from the old man.
The valet bent down, picked up the watch—it still
ticked on, but its owner was dead. Thus did Richard Wagner, one of the most colorful, dynamic and

original of musical composers pass away.
On February 13, 1933, on the fiftieth anniversary

of his death, the world acclaimed Wagner. Musical
organizations throughout the country revived the

memory of this genius by playing his music, as if
revivification were necessary.

More and more, as

people at large are beginning to appreciate the value
of his art, the presence of Wagnerian numbers on

musical programs is becoming a necessity. We are
beginning to understand Wagner’s music; Wagner,
the man, we are also beginning to understand:

mainly because he showed that he was first and
foremost, a human being, and as such he was far
from perfect. Wagner’s music is decidedly different; Wagner the man and Wagner the musician
are different. He is the only example of a great

musician who did not show musical tendencies early
in youth. He was born into a theatrical family, and
in accordance with family tradition, his first attempts were in the dramatic field.

He wrotea ter-

rifically tragic play when only fourteen years of
age. All the characters died in the course of the
story, and the ghosts of some had to be brought

back in order that the play might come toa satisfactory conclusion. Soon after he wrote this, the
expressive power of music dawned upon him. Then
and there, he decided to study music, that he might

add to the power of his dramas by writing music
for them. The extreme individuality of Wagner is
readily apparent in this decision. Rather than let
someone else more acquainted with musical tech-

nique take over this task, he decided upon writing

the music himself, and this in spite of the fact that
he had made futile attempts at learning piano and
violin.
He frequently called music “‘a gesture in sound.”
This particular view he kept to the very end, as the
music he wrote was the complement of his stories.

What the words failed to convey, the music did.
This explains why Wagner’s music is, above everything else, “expressionistic’ music. Wagner himself would have no other kind. He said publicly
that Gounod’s “Faust” bored him; he was annoyed

by Verdi’s operas. He made only a few exceptions,
perhaps the outstanding one being Johann Strauss,

the Waltz King. Wagner really delighted in the
music of the great Viennese and said that “a single
Strauss waltz is infinitely more pleasing and satisfying than the majority of foreign products.” Perhaps Wagner as a musician, realized the emotional
value of the Strauss waltzes, as these are not merely
rhythmic accompaniments to a dance. Strauss made

his music express emotions—emotions of all kinds.
Furthermore, there is a decidedly strong descriptive tendency in Strauss waltzes. Perhaps the outstanding example of this is the waltz, “Tales from
the Vienna Woods.” In this composition we can

hear the twittering of birds, the gentle zephyrs singing through the leafy boughs, descriptions of the
forest life—in general, the lure of Nature. But we
are gettting away from the point.
Wagner’s first great and successful attempt in

music was his opera “Rienzi.”

In 1837, he read a

translation of Bulwer Lytton’s “Rienzi” and he de-

cided that he had at hand the material for an opera.
That it was eminently successful from its first performance is a part of musical history, but we cannot

say that “Rienzi” was typically Wagnerian. True,
it had some of the characteristics of the later compositions, but all in all, it followed more the trend
of the then prevailing operatic type. However, the

success of “Rienzi” was not sufficient to lift Wag-

ner out of debt, and after its presentation, his finan-

cial status became quickly worse. Not the least
discouraged by monetary reverses, Wagner became
more defiant, more self-willed than ever.

He de-

cided to make his way to Paris, the artistic capital
of the world at that time, to try to improve his
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financial situation.

After a dangerous trip across

the Prussian frontier, in the company of his first

wife, he boarded a ship for London. The crossing
was stormy to the extreme—the ship was forced to
take refuge in a Norwegian fjord and the sailors
called to those on shore with a curious fragment of
song. Here was born the basic idea for his next

opera, “The Flying Dutchman” and this song was
incorporated in this production as one of its themes.
The story of the “Flying Dutchman” came in part
from the poem of Heine, and tells of the mariner,
who having cursed God, is condemned to wander
the seas, until rescued by the love of a faithful
maiden. In this opera, Wagner showed very much
the type which he was to develop later. It is the
first typically Wagnerian opera. The /eitmotif or
leading motive, is employed for the first time. Brietly, these motives consist in certain melodies which
relate particularly to a certain personage in the
opera. For example, there is the typical motive of
the Dutch mariner, the motive of the faithful

maiden Senta, the motive of redemption sung by

any other preceding one by Wagner, the orchestra
and singers tend to fuse into one whole. The leading motive idea is heavily stressed—at times, two
motives are sung simultaneously, one by the singer,
the other by the orchestra. ‘hus, the orchestra
ceased to be merely an accompaniment to the
singer, but instead, together with the latter, completed and rounded out the picture. Another dif-

ference from “T'annhaeuser” is the fact that Wagner substituted the weak male by an almost spiritual knight, and unlike the idealistic Elizabeth, Elsa
is weak and has no mind of her own. “Lohengrin”
is the least real of Wagner’s operas. There is not
much humanity in it at all; in fact the only typical
human beings are Telramund and Artund, the villains, and they, in a sense, appear more as dark

forces rather than as man and woman.
In 1849, Wagner became involved in the rebellion of Saxony, and to save his life, he had to leave
Germany. ‘Thus, he had to entrust to Liszt, his life-

long friend, the first production of “Lohengrin.”’ A
refugee in Switzerland, at the home ofa rich silk

the orchestra as the faithful Senta casts herself in

merchant named Wessendonck, Wagner found an

the sea that her lover might be freed from the dread
curse.

Alpine retreat where he felt free to compose. Certain writers are prone to think that a love affair
with Frau Wessendonck occasioned the basic idea

Gay Paris was not the place for the presentation

which gave rise to “Tristan and Isolde.” This view
has been openly disputed more than once, but the
fact remains that Wagner fled to Venice and there
completed what is perhaps his greatest work. ‘T'ris-

of such a serious opera. In fact, “The Flying
Dutchman” was not performed until 1842, in Dresden, under Wagner’s own direction. Nevertheless,
while in Paris, he discovered and explored the rich
treasures of Germanic mythology. From these an-

tan and Isolde are fated to love, because they un-

ecdotes came “Tannhaeuser” and “Lohengrin,” fol-

wittingly took a love potion prepared by Isolde’s

lowed later by “The Ring of the Nibelungen.”

maid.

As Wagner wrote and matured, his operas took,

more and more, a radical departure from the classical type.

The people at large were not as yet pre-

pared for this new form and, accordingly, production became increasingly difficult.
Some people feel that “Tannhaeuser” is not equal
to some of the other works. It is a fact that the
score is weak in spots, but on the whole, the opera
is one of the most satisfying of Wagner’s operas.
The story, that of the erring knight who was condemned to a listless life because of his escapades in

Venusberg, and who is saved by the self-sacrificing
love of the pure Elizabeth, is in some respects
similar to that of “The Flying Dutchman.” In the
line of melody, there are some real gems, such as
“Ode to the Evening Star” and the “Grand March.”
At present, in popular appeal, it is second only to
“Lohengrin,” Wagner’s next attempt.
In “Lohengrin,” Wagner did away with the classical form of overture, consisting of the themes or
leitmotifs as he called them of the opera itself. Instead, there is a prelude which acts as an introduction to the story.
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In the opera itself, more than in

Their love is sorrowful, and only in death is

their sadness alleviated. The “Liebestod” (LoveDeath) is one of the most famous passages of the
Wagnerian repertoire.
At this time, Wagner was pardoned for his political errors, and he returned to Germany. His operas were beginning to be accepted by the people, but
the majority of critics were openly hostile and even
abusive. One of these caricatured Wagner as a savage African, standing on the bank of a stream and
screaming the cries of Venus (from “Tannhaeuser’”’)
at the top of his voice. He composed “The Mastersingers of Nuremberg,” his first and only operatic
comedy, to challenge the opinion of many critics
that he was not capable of writing a beautiful mel-

ody. That Wagner won the argument is only too
evident in the “Prize Song.” Walther con Stolzing,
a knight and poet, craves entrance into the guild of
the Mastersingers. In order to gain entrance, a
competition is held for the applicants who must
compose and sing songs, the composer of the best

one gaining entrance into the guild, and in addition, winning the hand of the beautiful Eva. That
there is a strong personal item in this opera is plain-

ly evident. Clearly, Walther is Wagner and the old
Mastersingers who require that the composition be
kept to form, Wagner’s critics. The complete friumph of Walther bespeaks Wagner’s victory over
his critics. “The Mastersingers of Nuremberg”’ is
one of Wagner’s most appealing operas, and in its

sheer beauty has rarely been eclipsed.
After the production of “The Mastersingers,”
Wagner was again ensnared in financial and artistic
disappointments. He made up his mind to retire
and left for Lucerne. An incident savoring of the

melodramatic, saved him.

Ludwig II of Bavaria

had just ascended the throne and the young king
was an ardent Wagnerite. On learning the news of
Wagner’s self-exile, he sent a messenger post-haste
after the fleeing musician with the message: “Come
here and finish your work.” Accompanying this
was a purse which symbolized the establishment of
a pension. Freed of pecuniary troubles, Wagner
plunged whole-heartedly into the completion of his
gigantic “The Ring of the Nibelungen.” It con-

For the production of “The Ring of the Nibelungen,” the famous Wagner Opera House at Bay-

reuth was built, through the financial aid of King
Ludwig, and in 1876, at the first Wagner festival,

the colossal work was given, in its entirety, for the
first time.
After the completion of “The Ring of the Nibelungen,” Wagner busied himself on his last opera,
“Parsifal.” Generally, critics are not inclined to
rate this production on a level with his other works,

but it does contain some noteworthy parts. ‘The
“Good Friday” music and the music for the “Flower Maidens” constitute its high points. It is the
most mystical of Wagner’s operas and has to do
with a descendant of Sir Galahad, Parsifal, whose

innocence and purity save the accursed Kundry
from the magician Klingsor, and restore the Holy

Grail to its rightful place on Monsalvat.
Recently, many modern composers have attacked
Wagnerian music with the cry that it is childish
and worn out—with the cry that new forms are

sists of four operas, “The Rhinegold,” “The Val-

necessary. It is difficult to substantiate these
claims, In the first place, Wagner’s music is not
childish. It is metaphorically idealistic. As to the

first and continues unbroken to the last. Each of

development, it is strange to observe that Wagner,

kyrie,” “Siegfried,” and “The Twilight of the
Gods.” They relate a story which starts with the

the operas takes an evening to perform, and the
story centralizes around Wotan’s (the father of the
gods) indecision and weakness in’ enforcing the
laws. The stealing of the Rhinegold from the
Rhine-maidens by the gnome Alberich, leads to all
kinds of vicissitudes which end finally in the de-

idea that it is worn out, and presents no room for
while in full possession of his powers, continued to
advance the form he had initiated. While “Parsifal” does fall short of the preceding operas, Wagner’s advancing age must be considered, as the
composer was in his late sixties when he wrote this

struction of Walhalla (the palace of the gods) and

opera. Another recent cry is: that music should not
be written merely to please the ear—that music
should be, first and foremost, intellectual. A quo-

Rhinegold,” last. The best known and loved selections are both in the second opera of the suite,

tation from Fritz Kreisler, the great violinist would
not be out of place. Recently, he said: ‘here is
much snobbism in music. To me there is no such
thing as serious music or unserious music. It is
either good or bad. I must say a light melody interests me greatly. If it is a good melody, it expresses feeling. That is the essence of music.”
That Wagner was a genius, few can or will deny.
He opened up a whole new field of musical endeavor
which has been called “expressionism.” Work of

in the restoring of the accursed gold to the Rhinemaidens. The best passages show Wagner in his
finest form. Strangely enough, the “Ring” was
written in reverse chronological order, in that “The
Twilight of the Gods” was written first and “The
namely “The Ride of the Valkyrie” and “The Ma-

gic Fire” scene, where Bruenhilde, the heroine, is

lulled to a deep sleep and is surrounded by a wall
of fire, which can be pierced only by one who has

known no fear. Siegfried, the hero of- the next
opera, is the one destined to save Bruenhilde, and
on this fearful scene, the curtain falls.

this calibre cannot and will not die, and the name

of the fiery Richard will live long after the bickerings of his numerous critics will have vanished.
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Several Lesser Ballads
By JIM PFLAUM
The Chemist Writes a Poem
Eyes as clear as H20,
Eyes of cobalt blue.
H2O ten times distilled,

Copper sulphate hue.
Aqua regia’s fire was naught
When sulphate eyes their magic wrought.
Unknown X lies in those eyes,
Eyes like CNs
Unknown X that test tube lore
Will not resolve for me;
Minerva’s crystal will not tell
Eros’ magic holds the spell.

The Society for Correct Speech Considers
“Home, Sweet Home.”
Friends, our little society
Has been mooting the strict propriety
Of that venerable, oft-quoted, poem
Where the comforts of hearth and home
Are exalted up to the sky.
After hours of concentration
We've decided that compensation
(Good riming we'll have to forego—

Hard times we’re having you know)
Be made for that dastardly lie.

We are hardly afriad to adventure
A farthing, or two, (in debenture)
That places like home are a-plenty.
We've counted to date at least twenty.
That’s something we wish you would note.
The person who thinks he can find
A plausible difference in kind
’Twixt homes in the north or the west
Is the man who can take off his vest

Without first removing his coat.*
*It can’t be done.
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In support of our contention
These facts we beg to mention:
(Gathered by many committees

In as many American cities)

Committee Reports from the North and the South:
In Utah, Rhode Island or Maine

Plumbing’s by Kohler or Crane.
Del Monte and Libby both vie
Canned viands to supply

On tables all over the land.
Committee Reports from the East and West:

Painting and prints we found everywhere
Of Washington Crossing the Delaware.
E’en social amenities from Maine to the Coast
Have been measured and squared by Emily Post
While Culbertson watches your hand.
*

*

*

These notes are just a few samples
(Of the 500 twillion examples)
We here deem fit to mention
In proof of our contention

That all of us live by convention.
*

*

*

Be it therefore Resolved:

In the interests of critical speech,
We hereby do gravely impeach
The author of “No Place Like Home”

In epithets blue, green and chrome
CHORUS:

We're going to salvage the country
From John Howard Payne-esque effrontery.

The Passing of Vers Libre
By EDWIN H. SAUER
URING the past ten or twelve years, the
1)

constant references in critical periodicals,

books, and lectures to “the new poetry”
have caused us Americans to flatter ourselves that
we are responsible for a valuable literary innovation or renaissance. We paid colossal tribute to a

numberless group of experimenters whom we labeled “Exponents in verse of our modern spirit.”

some principles of length and flow, of rhythms, and
some sense of grouping or climax,—some form, it

will have only the temporary vogue of startling novelty.”.

Dr. Andrews saw much in Whitman, in

Henley, in Amy Lowell, in John Gould Fletcher,
in free versifiers as a whole, that was good, but he
realized that some standards must be adopted, some

ments some manifestation, however subtle, of our

principles formed, some disciplines adhered to, before the movement could lay any claim to a secure
position in the literature and literary forms destined

speed, our restlessness, our sensationalism. We
filled our newspapers, and our magazines with sam-

adhere to rime and meter in his own compositions,

ples of free verse; hundreds of anthologies were pub-

revoiced Dr. Andrews’ idea, in the preface to Un-

We pretended to see in the results of their experi-

lished and sold; more persons than ever before became aware of poety, took a vital interest in poetry.
The doctrine of vers libre, a doctrine of revolt,
spread like fire through dry grasses, and many critics made the inevitable declaration: “America has

for posterity.

Louis Untermeyer, who prefers to

termeyer’s revised edition of “Modern American

Poetry” in 1923. When free verse continued with
us through the years, we felt confident that both
Mr. Untermeyer and Dr. Andrews had erred.
‘Then all of a sudden, our nation’s prosperity was

gone, and through eyes newly trained for serious-

found herself in her poetry. America has at last
created a national literature destined to be the
source of a literary tradition.”

ness, we saw how very shallow that, which we had
been extolling as profound, really was. What Dr.

Intelligent critics, falsely dubbed conservatives,

Andrews and Mr, Untermeyer predicted has come

chuckled. No, not all; some grew very angry. They
were acquainted with Whitman; they realized that
he had captured some of our characteristics in his
lines free of meter and rime. They were quick to

see that John Gould Fletcher and Amy Lowell had
embodied in their rhythms good expressions of our
frank ruggedness and insincere sentimentalities, but

true, for the reasons they enumerated and for others
equally as obvious. These are many; I shall attempt to list the chief ones.

II
Few dictionaries agree on a definition of poetry,
as do few critics. There are very elaborate, very
polished descriptions; for our purpose we need a

they were cautious. They wisely preferred not to
accept that which they knew to be the product of
a lazy mind, undeveloped thoughts in unprincipled
rhythmic prose. They looked on Carl Sandburg

very mechanical one. I have chosen the following
from Webster’s Elementary School Dictionary :
“Poetry,—Embodiment in rhythmical language,

with tired eyes; no, the adjective is inexact; they

or emotion.” There is one word in the definition to
which I must bring your attention. It names the
quality which all critics and all dictionaries, those

looked on him with disguisted eyes, and turned to

Edwin Arlington Robinson and to Robert Frost.
They read Harriet Monroe and Hilda Doolittle, and
turned to Edna St. Vincent Millay. Wewho called
ourselves liberals, who were flattered when called
radicals, scorned these critics.

Our illusions faded quickly. ‘Today we see how
very correct the conservatives were.
As early as 1918, Doctor C. E. Andrews of Ohio
State University, concluding his book, “The Reading and Writing of Verse,’ made the following
statement: “Unless the modern school (he was re-

ferring to the school of vers librists), developes

usually metrical, of beautiful thought, imagination,

that favor free verse and those that do not, agree

poetry must have,—rhythm. This word also needs
defining, and defining it is a rather difficult task for
the most profound thinker. One can feel rhythm,

be very conscious of it, have a splendid idea of what

itis, and yet be unable to tell what it is or what he

feels.

Let me give you several interpretations of

rhythm; you will notice they are very vague:

“Rhythm,—movement in language or music marked
by some regular recurrence, as of quantity, accent,
etc.” Another: “Rhythm,—measured and balanced
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movement, measured motion, measure, proportion.”
As can be seen, either of these definitions could well

apply to meter.

It follows, therefore, that our defi-

nitions of rhythm, standard ones, do not fall in line

with those accepted by free verse writers; for free
verse writers, neglect meter, and it follows that they

have no right to call their literary efforts poetry.
But they do call their efforts poetry, consequently
they must have a private interpretation of rhythm.
We must discover that interpretation. Let us hear
what Amy Lowell, judged the best of the free verse
writers, has to say:
“Vers libre,” she says, “is a verse form based

upon cadence. ‘l'o understand vers libre one must
abandon all desire to find in it the even rhythm of
metrical feet. One must allow the lines to flow as
they will when read aloud by an intelligent reader.
Or, in other words, unrhymed cadence is built on
organic rhythm or the rhythm of the speaking voice
with its necessity for breathing, rather than on a
strict metrical system.”
‘To summarize: Amy Lowell’s interpretation resolves itself into this, an emotional and intelligent,
natural and unhampered cadence.

That is a splendid definition of rhythm.

The

most conservative critic can find no fault with it.

The fault is that free verse writers do not adhere
to it. Amy Lowell does; the most conservative
critic, as a result, finds much to praise in her work.

The others, however, voilate such a definition;

therein lies their failure.

Let me demonstrate:

All natural cadence, be it emotional or intelli-

gent or anything else, must be uniform and standard, must flow evenly throughout a composition.
Let me give an example in music. How should a
song or orchestral piece sound in which the time
or measure length was constantly changing, changing in the midde of a strain or after every slight
variation? The effect would be ridiculous. There

Take any streetful of people buying clothes and
groceries, cheering a hero or throwing confetti
and blowing tin horns .. . tell me if the lovers
are losers ... tell me if any get more than the
lovers ...in the dust ... in the cool tombs.
Now let’s have a look at something by Amy
Lowell to see how she applies her deflnition of
rhythm:
A DECADE
When you come, you were like red wine and honey,

And the taste of you burnt my mouth with its
sweetness.

Now you are like morning bread,
Smooth and pleasant.
I hardly taste you at all for I know your savor,
But I am completely nourished.

I think you will agree that these six lines are very
beautiful, and that they do adhere to her definition. But Miss Lowell’s definition could apply
equally well to some forms of prose.

In fact, “A

Decade” would be just as effective in prose form.
Let’s change it.
“When you came, you were like red wine and
honey, and the taste of you burnt my mouth with
its sweetness. Now you are like morning bread,
smooth and pleasant. I hardly taste you at all for
{ know your savor. But I am completely nourished.”
Reading it, were you conscious of a change in its
flow from the original? Wasn’t the prose just as
effective, just as moving? Doesn’t it follow, therefore, that free verse has no purpose since it might
just as well be prose? Poetry should decorate,
ornament, enlarge on, develop an idea. That is
why poets use meter and rhyme. ‘True, these are
only conventions, but what purpose has poetry
without them? It might as well be prose.

would be unbalance, jerkiness, chaos.

It is the same in verse. Notice how independent
of one another the lines in the following poem by
Carl Sandburg are. Notice how after the end of
each, a reader expects something more; notice the
jerks, the disruption, the meaningless disorder.

COOL TOMBS
When Abraham Lincoln was shoveled into the
tombs, he forgot the copperheads and the assassin. ,. in the dust, in the cool tombs.
And Ulysses Grant lost all thought of con men and
Wall Street, cash and collateral turned ashes
. in the dust, in the cool tombs.
Pocahontas’ body, lovely as a poplar, sweet as a red

haw in November or a pawpaw in May, did
she wonder? does she remember? . . . in the
dust, in the cool tombs?
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Ill

One is asked many times whether the movement
is destined to be remembered, whether free verse

has anything to offer coming years, whether coming generations will look upon it as a worthwhile
innovation and honor the names of those identified
with it. It is naturally difficult to answer such
questions. Posterity judges what shall receive tribute, what shall endure. Posterity and time. We
of the present have nothing to say. It is good to
remember that much which we praise today was
frowned upon at the time it was borught forward:
the music of Debussy, the paintings of Whistler.
A current Broadway play, “The Late Christopher
Bean” emphasizes this very strongly.

However, I feel practically certain that free verse

is not destined to be lauded by coming generations.

Aiken, Elinor Wylie, Sara Teasdale, and the two

It is too radical, too indefinite, too unworthy.

Benéts, may make mention of the free verse movement. A reader will probably find something like
this:

It is

bound up with the bizarre qualities of American
life, all of which are quickly disappearing. It gives
evidence of restlessness, (many have charged it
gives evidence of laziness). At any rate, it is not

“At this time in American literature, there arose

a radical movement which sought to give greater

sterile, solid. It is steeped with no traditions, represents or reflects nothing. It is merely change,
and change cannot successfully challenge Time who

liberty to poets. Rhyme and meter were neglected;
only an emotional cadence was adhered to. For

is a rather conservative critic.

ated itself. Principal in the movement were Amy
Lowell, Carl Sandburg, Ezra Pound, and Edgar Lee
Masters.”

Text books, an-

thologies of the future, while occupied with the
worthwhile poets of our day: Robert Frost, Edwin
A. Robinson, Edna St. Vincent Millay, Conrad

awhile, the movement was strong, but soon obliter-

That, I think, will be all.
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Alice in Wonderland: 1933
By JIM PFLAUM
(Eprtor’s Note—The Editor wishes to forfeit all
responsibility for the following. Readers will please
offer their comments directly to Mr. Pflaum. That is,
if you can penetrate his disguises.)

D EAR! Dear! thought Alice of Alice in Wonderland fame as she staggered over to the

rabbit hole. I really shouldn’t have taken
that second side-car. I should have said, “No thank
you, Mr. Travesty, but I do not indulge immoderately.

Or “Nein, danke, Herr Travestheimer, aber

ich ...”

Now how should one say “indulge” in

German? Dear! Dear! That did have a wallop! O,

well, maybe he didn’t speak German anyway. But
I must review my German verbs. Yes, indeed. Review my German verbs. Rather!
And by the time she had finished the last syllable
of “rather” and had put in the periods and the
quotes, Alice passed out. But not before she had

kerplunked into the old rabbit hole. (Alice in Wonderland, page 3, paragraph 4).

herself still saying “Nein, danke, Herr Travest-

heimer” over and over again. Each time she said it
she raised her voice a trifle so that at the thirtysecond rebound she was a coloraturo soprano. (She
found it difficult to raise her voice, look about her,
say “Nein, danke” and rub her eyes, all at the same

time, but that doesn’t matter materially). Tiring of
German she changed to “No, gracias, Sefior,” which
sounded a little pleasanter, and after a while she

essayed the phrase in Chinese but all that would

come was a disappointing “Ugh, umph.” So she
called it quits and discarded the shrieking and
bouncing for “the normal posture for employing the
use of my pedal extremities” (as her technocracy

professor would say when he meant that she stood
up).
It had been a long time since Alice had been down
in the rabbit hole and memorable day when she had
enjoyed so many adventures. Indeed, she thought,
a lot of vinum and bier had coursed through sewer
pipes since Looging-glass and Wonderland days.

Down she fell, very slowly, of course, because the

(Since 1919 the water that marked off the years in

laws of gravitation were repealed temporarily for
her accommodation, as they were once before at
the request of Arthur Carroll.
As Alice drifted down the dark passage she
passed the historical marmalade jar once again. Not
wishing to be grabby she stifled a yen to seize it,
adding drowsily to herself, “I’ve outgrown marma-

its course under London Bridge had a rival in the

lade, anyhow.”

cipal roles.

Far down below her was the little white rabbit
(who had managed to survive the hunting seasons)
and when he heard her voice he muttered something under his breath which, when translated from

But the rabbit hole remained unchanged. It was
as dark and silent as it had ever been and, behold,

Rabbit into English, would be “Ye gods and fishes,

here she comes again!” Then the pretty little rabbit knicked up his feet at the falling Alice and
scrammed

hell-bent

for

tanbark.

And

as _ he

scrammed (he was a Chicago rabbit) he was thinking dark thoughts about certain people who have
the vulgar habit of bursting into one’s house without an invitation.

(Well, a rabbit hole is a house,

you know—a rabbit’s house). By the time Alice
had hit the bottom and had finished her third rebound, the rabbit was in Flatbush playing pinochle
with the Duchess of that place.
*
*
*
Alice rubbed her eyes and looked about and found
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United States and Sweden).

As she glanced idly

about the bottom of the tunnel to see if it had
changed any since those happy times, she involuntarily shuddered as she recalled a recent newsreel
in which a number of barrels, an axe and a masculine counterpart of Carrie Nation played the prin-

there was the door to the little magic room! Even
now as she reached out to try the lock, the door
opened wide, quite of its own accord, and Alice,
stooping low, entered.
She found herself in the little room that used to
have the table and the two magic bottles and the
golden key.

The table was there, Alice observed,

but the golden key was nowhere to be seen; and instead of the two vials which had once changed her
altitude, plus and minus respectively, she observed a
veritable forest of bottles. Each one borea little
label—“Drink Me”—as before, but there was now
a larger label on each bottle, too—‘Schlitz, Milwaukee.” Who Schlitz, Milwaukee, was Alice had

not the least idea.
As if someone had read her very thoughts (as

indeed was the case), a loud voice rang out behind

her. Alice was startled out of her wits for she was
sure no one was in the room when she had entered.
“Schlitz,” said the voice, “is the name of a brewery in the city of Milwaukee, in the state of Wisconsin, across the ocean in the United States.”

Alice quickly wheeled about and faced two of the
strangest creatures she had ever seen since she last
visited the House of Commons. One seemed to be
a man, or at least that part of a man known as the
head.

“Why, you are all head,” gasped Alice before she
could check herself.

Accompanying the bodiless head was another
creature, much like a porpoise, who made as if to
speak. Flapping his flippers (or perhaps flipping
his flappers) and snorting contemptuously, he spoke
to Alice while the great Head sagely looked on.

“Splendid, my little one. A monumental observation, indeed. I dare say you have a firm grip on
the obvious. (The porpoise’s lip curled more and
more with every snort). When one is sipping tea
and meets a head, such as the great Om Pah
here’—the porpoise bowed deferentially to the

Head—“one does not ordinarily say, ‘Why, you’re
all head.’ That would be redundant. It follows
that any head will be all head. I can see that you
haven’t studied runcibology. Did you ever see a
runcible cat? My aunt Jobishka’s runcible cast
was—’”
Before the porproise could say more of Aunt Jobishka’s runcible cat, the Great Om Pah, who had

been dancing a jig while the porpoise was speaking
to Alice, suddenly produced a herring from thin air
and threw it to the porpoise who caught it expert-

ly. The pass was completed at the instant the porpoise had uttered the verb “was” so that the fish

“So I thought, so I thought, and so my hypersensitive intellect told me,” said the Om Pah. “You
know,” he continued, “I’m exceedingly erudite.

A

runcibologist has to be. Ah me!” And the Om
Pah smiled complacently as he basked in his glory.
“But intransitive fishes—” Alice began.
“I knew you would ask that question,” said the
Om Pah.” I sort of sensed it. Well, milady, the

porpoise is a very fine talker and all that but he
loses track of time since the March Hare dipped his
watch in the teapot last May.

So when I want to

shut him up I feed him a fish, and when I want to
keep him in good humor at the same time, I feed
him an intransitive fish—provided he uses an in-

transitive verb, which he always does on Mondays.
Ah me,” sighed the Om Pah. “It’s nice to be so
intelligent. Why not ask me a question or two!
Ask me how much are two and two.”
“But everyone knows two and two are four,”

Alice replied.
“Ah! Ah! Ah!” chuckled the Om Pah.

your history is weak.

“I see

Everybody knows that two

and two are nine and twenty. Ask the porpoise.”
“Nine and twenty,” solemnly agreed the porpoise
as he choked on a bone.

“Well, then,” cried Alice indignantly, “if two and
two are five, how much is one and one?”

“One and one?” smiled the Om Pah uncertainly.
“Did you say one and one or two and two?”
“T said one and one.”
“One and one,—one and one,—one and one,” nervously repeated the Om Pah. With each “one and

one” the Bighead grew smaller and smaller, very
rapidly. In no time he was the size of a California orange.

became the predicate in the unfinished sentence.
“I know he will like that fish,” opined the Om

“What’s the matter with him,” cried Alice in
alarm.

Pah as he smiled foolishly at Alice. “It’s in-transi-

“He doesn’t know the answer,” replied the porpoise indifferently. Then with a vicious swoop
he gobbled up the Om Pah.
And Alice awoke with a pain in her head.

tive, you know.”
“I never heard of an intransitive fish,” ventured
Alice.
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‘Advice To Jim
By HENRY ARTHUR DOWLING
[ is customary for the Martin children to take
their troubles to their Uncle Smith. Smith
Thompson is that sort of person; everyone’s
confidant. Not that his life has been one of many

ing unbearable. And so Jim was going to see his
Uncle Smith.
Smith Thompson received him very cordially,
and guessed what was bothering the lad. Smith

experiences; it has,

knew Angela, and liked her. He had known her
family for many years. He had read her novels,
and wondered that the plain girl he knew as their
author could create the exotic characters who trav-

curiously,

been

rather dull.

But Smith Thompson is an observer, a superb critic, an educator almost.

He is aristocratic of course. ‘The Thompson family is a very old one. With Smith, however, it will
become extinct.

Adam Thompson, Smith’s father,

had but two children, Anne and Smith. Anne, very
young, married Wesley Martin. Smith has never

elled from one end of Europe to the other, piling up
glamorous adventures.

Smith had heard from Anne of Angela’s selfish-

He lives alone (except for half a dozen servants),
at The Ridge, the family estate. He lives very

ness. Curiously enough, he hadn’t seemed surprised,
but a rather wistful expression had crossed his
countenance. Anne had wondered about it; Smith
was seldom wistful.

simply; dresses in tweeds, except for the dinner
jacket which he dons regularly, guests or not. He
takes long walks, of course, reads constantly, and
occasionally spends several days in New York, visiting old friends and attending the opening of a
“worthwhile play.” He is a collector of sporting

one of the immense, upholstered chairs before the
fireplace. The library at the Ridge is a curious
room, the furnishings and the books competing with
one another as to which represents the greater inconsistency. On the shelves one finds Shakespeare

married.

He is sixty-three now, and rather stout.

prints and of Victorian, porcelain figures. He is not
immensely wealthy but comfortably so. He is, in
short, representative of all that we, in our prosperity, were ready to discard, and in our saner chaos,

are eager to admire and adopt.
Smith Thompson is the axis around which the
Martin family revolves as a wheel. Wesley Mar-

Smith took Jim into the library, and offered him

and Oscar Wilde side by side, Browning reposing
next to Ibsen, Shelley next to Meredith, Walt Whit-

man next to Dante, Emily Dickinson next to Milton, and Swinburne lost in Diedriech Knickerbock-

er’s New York as outlined by Smith’s favorite author, Washing Irving. Knowing Smith Thompson,
and entering his library, one realizes that it is

tin, though a successful architect, is rather stupid
as head of a family; and Anne, who has never for-

Smith’s favorite room, the one room where, satisfying his literary preferances, he can revolt against

gotten that she is a Thompson, places the judgment

the customary formalism of his life, the formalism

of her brother above that of everyone else. Neither
Wesley nor the children, (Jim, twenty-six, and Phil-

he has adopted because he realizes its necessity, but

lippa, nineteen), resent her doing so. They realize
that Smith Thompson dominates them, but they
can't help liking him. And so it is he to whom
they go for advice, for assistance. Anne has encouraged that.
Jim, twenty-six, handsome, and just out of Harvard, was on his way to the Ridge,—for advice.
Jim has one continual problem: Angela Weaver, to
whom he is engaged. Angela, though only twentyfour, is a successful novelist. She writes excep-

tionally clever stories of cosmopolitan women. Angela, however, is not clever. She is very plain: novelists usually are, and she is selfish; all artists are.
Jim liked the plainness; the selfishness was becom-
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from which he must occasionally stray.
“How are you, Jim,” Smith asked when they were
seated. “Your mother tells me you’re worrying
about something.”
“It’s Angela,” Jim said quietly.
“Angela has become quite a novelist, hasn’t she?
I’ve read her books; they’re very clever, Jim. You’re
very fortunate. But unless I attribute it to genius,
I can’t understand how she is able to create such

fascinating characters.

She’s so absolutely unlike

any of them.”

“She’s selfish, Uncle Smith,” Jim said quickly.
“Her demands and jealousies are becoming aggravating and bitter.”
“Selfish.” Smith Thompson considered the word.

“Perhaps she is. All artists are, Jim.’”’ He had become very quiet; he spoke softly.
“And
that’s why they are artists. They’re proud, Jim, all
of them,—very proud. They want to be independent of other humans; they want their lives to be
their own; they want to get away from love, but
they find that they need others, and that their need
is intense. Half unwillingly, they turn to us, and
we turn tothem.

We realize, or should realize, that

love affairs with them will be more difficult.

That

doesn’t bother us, however. We know such a love
affair will be more adventurous, more romantic, (to
use an over-worked adjective), and we grasp it

greedily.

We are never disappointed.

And if our

experiences are more hectic, more trying, we are,

nevertheless, well repaid. We realize that we are
a part of an artist’s most beautiful hours of creation; that we are inspiring that artist to great
achievement; that we influence the outlook of that
artist on the world and on life.
“Yes, the artist is selfish, but there is a beauty in

such selfishness.

The artist sets a loved one up as

an ideal; loves you or me for the ideals that we
hold, and wants to protect those ideals against the

ugliness in the world. For this reason, artists are
possessive, often bitter; but we must. look deeper

than the surface, and see the perfection of their motives. Their love is spiritual. Once I knew a lad
of about nineteen who wrote poetry; and he had a

friend to whom he was strongly attached. The first
lad admired the second because artist-like, he saw

in him an ideal, a spiritual beauty. Well, it happened that the first lad found the second very intoxicated one evening; the heart of the first lad was

torn to shreds.

The beauty he had admired had

been contaminated; he broke the friendship with
the other lad a few days later. Do you see what |
mean, Jim?”
“I think so.” Jim was strangely quiet.
“Think of this when Angela seems selfish.

Be

tender with her; shower her with all sorts of at-

tentions. You will be greatly repaid. You'll stay
to dinner?”
“Can’t, Uncle Smith. Mother’s having guests.
You’ve helped me a lot.

‘Thanks, much.”

Smith followed his nephew to the door, and

watched the lad pull out of the drive. Then he
walked slowly back to his library. From one of
the shelves he picked an inconspicuous little volume, a volume of poems.

He opened it, and read

on one of its first pages, as he had read many times
before: “To S. T’., who inspired them, these poems
are dedicated by the author.” The S. T. was Smith.
The poems had been written by Virginia Morris,
a sweetheart of his college days. Smith had thought
Virginia selfish; their romance had been short-lived,
but Smith had never forgotten it. Virginia’s first
volume, the one he held, had been dedicated to him;

she had died shortly after its publication.
Smith closed the volume, and went out of doors,—
to think.
“We do not live for ourselves alone,” he told

himself. “We live to serve God; religion teaches
us that. But we live also to preserve the illusions
that those who love us build around us. We live
for others.

“In sixty years, that is the greatest lesson I’ve
learned. Teach it to Jim, Almighty God, and to a
sordid world.”
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An Irish Pilgrimage
By B. J. McPOLIN
A T’ ten o’clock on Saturday morning my hosts
and I joined a crowd of about two hundred
people on the platform of Amiens St. railway station, Dublin.

It was a miscellaneous crowd,

drawn from a great variety of occupations; a stranger would have regarded it as an excursion party
intent on a merry outing. Youth was in the majority, but there were many old men and women,
and every face was lit up by a mood of joyous expectancy. In their midst were two young priests—
newly-ordained, it seemed—and a bishop of the

church from far-off South Africa.

brought to us—ice-cold water which we sipped as
carefully as if it were the rarest wine in Provence.
One of the young priests invited volunteers for the

choir that would sing during the exercises on the
penitential island. He convinced me that I had a
voice, and the bogs and uplands of Fermanagh
were lost to me as | joined the others in a rehearsal

at the top of the train, the good bishop of Capetown
listening and applauding.

After a four-hour journey the train drew in to
Pettigo station, a little town of about three hun-

Of Irish parent-

dred inhabitants which, small as it is, manages to

age, he had come to Ireland for the Congress and

sit astride the crazy boundary drawn between

was now, like ourselves, enroute for Lough Derg.

Northern Ireland and the Irish Free State. A fleet

A spirit of easy comradship prevailed; you spoke to
your nearest neighbor as though he were the friend
of a lifetime. The sense of being on a common pilgrimage broke down the barriers of reserve, and

through a picturesque country of river-threaded
pastures and brown, heathery hills. As we pro-

fused us into a unity of mind and purpose.
We took our seats in the train, and in a few moments it drew out of the station; our pilgrimage had
begun. In a very real sense it had begun on the
previous midnight, for at that hour we commenced
our three days’ fast which would be broken only by
occasional sips of water and a meal of unbuttered
bread and black tea every twenty-four hours. We
were in a genial humor, for the pangs of hunger had
not yet visited us and, thank God! we could smoke
and feast our eyes on the rich and varied land-

of buses awaited us, and we were soon flying

ceeded, the scene became starker and more mountainous; the hills seemed to be combining with a
view to isolating something unique and precious;
and at a turn of the road I saw, a sight I shall never

forget.
Before me was a lake studded with islands, most
of them mere projections of the hard rock which
forms its bed. ‘The water, dull-green in color, was

rendered choppy by a wind from the Atlantic not
many miles away; and out of the unquiet waters

scape that flowed past us, clothed in an emerald

rose two islands larger than the others. One of
these islands—I afterwards knew it as Saint’s
Island—was given over to the wild, but the one

greenness that has no match in all the world. But

nearest to us was covered with buildings which

this last pleasure was subject to prolonged interruptions, for we were pilgrims, and the train was a
penitential train. Rosary after rosary was recited,
hymns were sung, and the spirit of Lough Derg

seemed to rise sheer from the lake, and lording it

strengthened its hold on us as we went North
through Meath of the rich pastures to Dundalk,
where the purple mountains of Carlingford loomed
above the shining waters of the bay. Now we were
in the country of Cuchullin, the Hector of the Gaelic
saga; and as we turned westward through the round
green hills of Monaghan we saw, rising into the
sky, the noble shape of Slieve Gullion, the enchanted

about it the noble symmetry of consumate art. It
was in itself a thing to stare at in wonder; but what
was it doing there, in that lost lake in a lost corner
of dark Donegal? In Rome, Florence, Padua, it
would have been in complete accord with its set- |
ting, but in this mountain solitude it seemed mag-

mountain sacred to the memory of Finn McCool,
the mighty hunter and warrior of the Fenian stories. By this time my fast began to tell on me, and
that first meal of black tea and dry bread seemed
to be an eternity away. However, water was
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over these was one of the most beautiful churches
I have ever seen. Its grey-blue stone rose in grace-

ful octagonal lines to a perfect dome, and there was

nificently incongruous.

But when the faith of St.

Patrick is awake, such considerations become an
impertinence; God and St. Patrick demanded the
best that human ingenuity could achieve, and this

church, the only Basilica in Ireland, is the response
to that demand.
Two enormous row-boats await us at the Ferry

Quay, and we file in silently, for the spirit of the

and curve, a sense of breadth, dignity and repose,
a marble altar of such chaste artistry that one could

place has gripped us. Each boat accommodates
over one hundred pilgrims; six huge oars, each
manned by two brawny oarsmen, strike the angry

gaze on it for hours, a marble pulpit which is a

waves, and we are off to Station Island, leaving the

startling vividness, and an atmosphere of soul-thrill-

world behind us with the buses and the train. The
journey is short as the crow flies, but the wind

ing peace. When I have said my prayers I try to
memorize the instructions in the leaflet. One Pater,

from the Atlantic has disturbed the lake, and the
oarsmen, assisted by one of the priests of the island,
have to make many a detour and exert all their

one Ave and Creed at St. Patrick’s Cross outside.

strength to bring us to the landing stage. At last
we set foot on the island, wondering whether we
shall be able to survive the ordeal before us.

For

a moment we gaze around us on what must surely
be the strangest group of buildings to be found
anywhere. Beside us is a sort of religious repository, neat and very modern, where we purchase

leaflets setting out the exercises of the retreat in
detail. Beyond it is St. Mary’s Church, two centuries old, it seems, looking very small compared
with the great Basilica that fills the opposite part
of the island and juts over the lake. On the left
are quite ordinary boarding houses, one of them

thing of beauty, stained-glass windows of almost

Three Paters, three Aves, one Creed at St. Bridget’s

Cross inserted in the wall of the church, supplemented by a renunciation of the World, the Flesh
and the Devil whilst I stand, arms outstretched,

with my back to the Cross. Four circuits of the
Basilica reciting seven decades of the Rosary. Three
Paters, three Aves, one Creed during a three-fold
circuit of St. Bridget’s Bed on the outside, the same

prayers kneeling at the entrance, the same going
round the inner circle, and the same at the central

Cross. Similar exercises to be performed at St.
Brendan’s, St. Catherine’s, St. Columba’s and the
large Penitential Bed. I have been told that it takes
at least an hour to complete one station—and I

bearing the name “John Flood,” where one may

must finish three before my first respite! I read
the instructions many times, and then, with a not

lodge if one wishes, and purchase cigarettes and to-

too confident “Here goes!”

bacco to while away the interludes between the
Stations, and baffle sleep.

Beyond these houses is

the men’s hospice, and on the right, facing the
porch of the Basilica, is the hospice for the women.

In the centre of the island, near St. Mary’s Church,
are the “beds” where the external stations are performed. At first sight they look like irregular
mounds of stones and clay, but as one watches the

pilgrims

weaving

and

unweaving

around

and

I leave the church.

The sky is dark now, and the Atlantic wind is
blowing strongly from the northwest, lashing the
sullen waters of the lake to fury. During my second circuit of the church the clouds break, releasing
a deluge of driving rain. Instinvtively I pause in

the shelter of the porch, but the example of the
other pilgrims shames me into defiance of the
weather. I finish the last circuit of the Basilica and

they are surrounded by walls of from one to three
feet in height, and the floor is lined with rough

proceed to the first bed. It is still raining pitilessly
and I am soaked through; but my will is now in
control, and | clamber, slip, recover, twist and turn
in a spirit of dogged stoicism. My eyes are focussed
on the rough, stony ground to the exclusion of

stones worn by the feet of countless pilgrims. in
the middle of each bed is a bronze cross bearing the

everything else. I become aware of jutting stones
to be avoided, of kind spots for my feet. ‘The sense

name of the saint to whom the station is dedicated.

of time has vanished; I am living in a little eternity
in which the realities are beds, stones, bronze

through them, barefooted and bareheaded, one
learns to differentiate. Roughly circular in shape,

The pilgrims go through their exercises with the air
of somnambulists; their eyes are half-closed, their
lips move in prayer, their fingers ply the rosary

beads.

Sometimes they sway as their feet encoun-

ter an awkward stone, but they quickly recover and

go relentlessly on. Some of them are very old and
some apparently infirm; and as I proceed to the
hospice I ask myself again whether I shall prove
equal to the test.

In the hospice I am allotted a cubicle for the one
night’s sleep allowed me, and discarding my hat,
boots and stockings, proceed to carry out the sta-

tions. First a visit to the Blessed Sacrament in the
Basilica.

What an interior this is!

No superfluous

embellishments, but perfect symmetry in every line

crosses, Paters and Aves.

My mind sometimes re-

ports progress in dubious tones, and I do another
circuit, say another Pater, Ave and Creed, just to
make sure. I realize that these exercises have an

Ignatian value; the mind must be kept in rigid control by the will. I deliberately forget the ultimate
goal and concentrate on the immediate task: “One
more circuit to do.” “The inner circuit next,” and
so on. At last the first station is finished, and I be-

gin the second. Familiarity makes it easier, and I
start the third with an exhilirating sense of triumph. Before me, vast against all the horizons,
are a cup of black tea and a cake of oaten bread.
I hurry to the hospice and am met at the door by
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the most fragrant of all perfumes—the reek of turfsmoke. In the big kitchen seven or eight men are
sitting before the fire in the open grate. I take off
iny overcoat and join them. Some are fast asleep;
some are smoking pipes, and one or two are talking

drowsily. I doze, and awaken at the sound of a bell
announcing our first meal.
What a meal it is! Objectively it is dry oatmeal

hardest tests had been accomplished.

As no Sta-

tions had to be performed that day, I had leisure to
inspect the interior of the Basilica in detail, to admire the self-size statues of St. Patrick and St. Joseph before the hospice, to gaze at the lake and its
rampart of hills, to read Father Faber in the restroom, or join my fellow-pilgrims at the roaring
turf-fire in the kitchen. The group before the fire

bread or toast and black tea, but in terms of sheer
enjoyment it is a banquet fit for the gods. If I live
to be a hundred I shall never eat another meal with
such sharp relish. Hunger, I reflect, is a great edu-

was never the same on two successive visits; when

cator; and it would be no bad thing if everyone,
high and low, were compelled to undergo a periodical discipline of the kind I experienced in Lough
Derg. It would deepen sympathy and extend the
range of charity.
At six o’clock the bell ushered us again into the
Basilica for prayer, sermon, Benediction and Stations of the Cross. We were given a short rest before the commencement of the Vigil and the severest ordeal of all—the fight against Sleep. From ten
until eleven we kept watch for the Blessed Sacra-

drowsy to talk, but one or two bright spirits seemed

ment, and from eleven to twelve we sang hymns and

listened to spiritual readings. At midnight we began the four stations decreed for the second day.
‘They started at midnight and continued until nearly five in the morning. At the beds the chief an-

I returned from a walk to the lakeside or a visit to
the church, I would miss-a familiar face and meet
one or two strangers. Most of the men were too
impervious to fatigue—or perhaps talk was their
infallible weapon against sleep. Irish humor as-

serts itself in the most unlikely of places; and I
shall not easily forget some of the racy stories told,
to the accompaniment of snores from tthe casualties
before that warm turf-fire. One vivid impression of
the kitchen I must not neglect to record. Returning
from a rather long saunter, I found eight men sit-

ting in a semi-circle round the fire. The first man
leaned his head against the wall of the fireplace;
on his left shoulder lay the head of his nearest
neighbor, whose shoulder in turn pillowed another
head, a similar service being rendered by each left
shoulder until the semi-circle ended.

ously impressive sight.

It was a curi-

These men probably did

tagonists had been rain and hunger; now they were
Sleep and bodily and mental weariness. I focussed

not know each other’s name; but they were linked
together in the great democracy of sleep.

my attention on the altar and the priest in the pulpit, but before | was aware of it my head would

ing our feet in the bathrooms there was a rush to

sag over the bench and my eyes would close, where-

upon a prod form my companion’s elbow would recall me abruptly to my surroundings. Once I was
rudely awakened form a placed doze by a loud peal
of thunder; and I realized that a storm had de-

scended on the island.

At long intervals we were

allowed out to take the fresh air, and how welcome
those interludes were! The wind was cold, and if

one had not fortified himself with a rug it was better to keep walking round the church. ‘The sombre
beauty of those morning scenes! The cloudy sky,
with a wan moon shedding a pale, broken glory on
the troubled waters of the lake; the dark brown hills
that closed the horizon on all sides; the sense of
isolation. in a lost fragment of mediaeval times; the

dim light of morning breaking in the east; the lonely cry of a heron or a crane on some mysterious
pilgrimage of its own...
After an interval of an hour or so in the hospice
we were recalled to the church at 6:30 a. m. for
Mass, Sermon and the blessing of religious objects.
At 8:30 we went to St. Mary’s Church for Confession and at noon we paid a visit to the Blessed
Sacrament. We were all very cheerful then for the
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At last the bell sounded for bed, and after wash-

the cubicles.

No sooner did my head touch the

pillow than I sank into a slumber deeper than the
lake at its deepest, more refreshing than its irongrey waters, more full of balm than all the land

of Gillead. A sleep so profound, so regenerating,
visits us only once or twice in life; and I do not
expect such another until Lough Derg claims me
again. At 6 o’clock in the morning I was awakened
by the tinkling of bells and the sound of many
voices. I rubbed my eyes and stared around me in
confusion; where was I?

Recollection soon re-

turned; and after a hasty toilet, I repaired to the
church for Mass and Holy Communion. I performed the last two Stations with a light heart, for
sleep had given me confidence and buoyancy—and
the ordeal was nearing its end. Oh, the luxury of
hot and cold water on weary feet, of drawing warm
stockings over legs benumbed with cold, of stand-

ing once more in stout shoe-leather capable of defying the mud that adheres, the stone that bruises
and the ubiquitous gravel that pricks and stings!
One of the minor lessons taught by Lough Derg is
the value of the simple unregarded things we take
for granted, such as cold water (with or without

salt and pepper), a bed (however small), a roof of

tions of life, to that marvellous supper when the

any kind, black tea, dry bread, and—boots and

clock strikes midnight.

stockings.

to Dublin a glamour steals over the lake-island we

As to the major lesson—that is a mat-

But as the train hurries us

ter between the soul and God.

have left; it beckons to us with a thin, ascetic fin-

The boat carries us to the mainland and we take
our seats in the buses, glad that we have survived
one of the severest penances in Christendom. Back

ger, and we know in our hearts that we will never

again to the world, to the amenities and distrac-

be satisfied until we return to its banquet of dry

bread and spiritual peace. For there is a spell on
the place which can be felt but never described!
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Tale of the Egyptian
By ROBERT LAUTERBACH
UT of the dim pages of history, during the
()

period of religious warfare known to us as
the Crusades, there has come a host of figures whose names have become legendary
; concerning whom, innumerable myths and stories have
sprung up to color the dark pages of antiquity.

Richard Coeur de Lion, about whose deeds tales are
still told in the Holy Land, Saladin, the VictoryBringer; Frederick Barbarossa; Godfrey of Bouillon; St. Louis and scores of others, a parade of gal-

lant figures following dusty roads to their shining
end. Yet one stands out, the most interesting and
picturesque of all history; yet one of the leastknown of all those who fought and died for the
possession of the Holy Lands.
That man was Baibars, the one-eyed slave warrior who made himself master of all Islam from the

Sudan to the steppes of Tartary; he who defeated
the Mongol horde of the Grand Khan in the east
and drove the Crusaders from the strongholds
where they had ruled for two hundred years.
A grim yet gorgeous man was Baibars, a veritable
Pagliacci who laughed and roared as he hurled
thousands to their death; a man who was full wor-

pital together could muster scarce ten thousand
men. With no army to relieve us, it matters but
little where we make our
knights ?”
From the table at his
voice of the giant Giles
the prince and son of the

stand.

What say you, my

right, came the rumbling
Le Brun, chamberlain to
High Constable of France.

“Sire, ’twere folly to leave for Antioch.

We are

secure here and even Baibars could not take us
without a lengthy siege for which he hath no taste.

Whereas, if we leave, he may fall on us in the
passes and slaughter us as he did the ‘l'emplars on
that terrible day at Gaza.”
With that ghastly memory in mind, a murmur of
assent like an idle wind, drifted the length of the
crowded table.
“It were craven to fear that, Giles, and almost

unworthy of thee,” reproved the prince,
anger in his voice.
“| fear not the Panther, though he
Death by his side,” returned Giles Le
heat. “1 do but protest a needless folly.
Antioch no good by dying there.”

a shade of
come with
Brun with
We can do

“He is well spoken,” agreed many of the knights,

thy of the Arabian Nights Tales which were woven

but their voices were low.

about his wild, glamorous deeds.
Makrisi, the Egyptian historian, tells this story of
one of the Panther’s mad jests, a tale told to this

in the defense of so large a city, but we can hold this

day in the hazaars of Cairo.

I give it to you.

Bohemund, Prince of Antioch and Count of Trip-

oli, sixth of his Norman family to rule in the land
invaded by the first Bohemund with Godfrey and

“We are too few,” Giles continued, “to help much
small fortress against a siege. If we stay here, Baibars may hesitate to attack Antioch and leave us in
his rear. Thus, may we do the city more good here
than elsewhere.

i, for one, would remain here and

prepare to resist a siege.”

Baldwin on the first crusade, sat in council with his

The murmur of assent from the veterans grew

knights in the great hall of the Castle of Tripoli.

louder, swelled in volume like a mighty wind.
“Very well. Prepare!”
:
As they filed from the hall, a stranger accosted

Black was his brow and gloomy the faces of his
knights as they sat around the carved oak table and
listened to the words of their lord.
“Three years have passed since I signed a treaty
with Baibars, and for three years we have lived in

peace. But now the dervishes have preached a
jehad, and Baibars is raiding in the south. He hath

taken Jaffa and driven the Templars from Belfort
and Banyas, where they defied even the mighty
Saladin. Now he moves northward. Even so, we
might abandon Tripoli and retire to Antioch, where,

if we had time to prepare for a siege, we might hold
out for months.

But to what avail?

No aid can be

expected from Europe, and the Temple and the hos-
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Giles Le Brun. A man new to Outremer, black
browed and swarthy as any gypsy, with eyes keen
and merry, he swung into place beside him.
“Who is this Baibars, of whom all men speak?”

he asked. “What manner of man is this Saracen
lord?”
“Who is he?” echoed Giles. “’TI'is easy to see
thou art new to this land..

Baibars, or the Panther,

as he is known, is a man whom thou mightest envy
were he a Christian. He would rank with Richard
and Louis.

He is a ‘l'artar, one of the wild nomads

who live beyond the land of Prester John, in far-off

Cathay. Men say he left the golden Horde and wandered to Damascus, where he joined the mameluke
army of Sultan Ayub and became one of the slave
warriors who are the backbone of the Moslem armies. When revolt broke out in Cairo, he slew Turan
Shah and made himself sultan. He led the Moslems

when the Templars were destroyed that day at
Gaza and again at Mansura.”
“A man of strange mettle,’ suggested the
stranger.

Giles nodded. “He meets danger as an old friend.
Men say that he is the only man who has defeated

no further danger.

The envoy hath acknowledged

our lord’s title as prince.”
The silken voice of the ambassador wove asiinple net which Bohemund did not note, nor noticing,
would have cared. They had saluted him as prince.
But once outside the gates, the party turned.
Bohemund saw the one-eyed groom rocking with

laughter in his saddle, heard him shout, “To the
devil, my lord, with all countships and princedoms.”
Roaring, he rode off. a bright dot of color on the
Jaffa road. Baibars had added another role to the

many parts he played, and the chamberlain and

an army of the Mongol Khan. No one knows where

dark browed stranger watched Bohemund, Prince of

he may be.

One day he may ride through his city

Tripoli, walk down the pathway floored with sun-

disguised as a desert horseman, and the next may

sit in the square dressed as a beggar. Thus he learns

light and shadow, and stooping in the courtyard,
pick from between the stone blocks a pear-shaped

all that goes on in Cairo.”

ruby, blood red, which had a moment before, dan-

They stopped by common accord as a sentinel on
the eastern tower came clattering down to the

gled from the pierced ear of the one-eyed groom.

courtyard to address Bohemund, who was directly

now, two weeks later, his messenger rode into Tripoli with a message for Bohemund, who read it

ahead of them, having been, by right of his title cf

prince, the first to leave the banquet hall through
the wide door.
“My lord,” gasped the sentinel, “a party of Saracens approaching from the road to Jaffa. Richly
dressed, six of them, my lord.”
“Admit them.”
“To the gate,” th order rang out. “Open.”
The lord of Tripoli stood upon the steps nearby,
the better to watch the horsemen materialize from

out of a cloud of gray dust.

Superbly mounted,

they clattetred over the drawbridge and into the
courtyard, six nobles and a one-eyed groom, who
took their horses as they dismounted.
“We come as envoys from the Sultan of Cairo, O
Count,” the leader announced.

Angry blood colored Bohemund’s face at the salu-

That was in the beginning of May, 1268.

And

through and then sat silent, stunned, while the
letter lay unheeded before him. For the message
was truly the masterpiece of the versatile Panther,

an epistle filled with the grim humor and laughing
jest which was part of this ragamuffin leader and
slaughterer of men.
“Greetings,” it read, “to the Count, and commisseration upon his misfortune, inflicted by Allah, who

hath deprived him of his princedom and left him for
consolation only his countship. Know, O Count,
thou who believest thyself to be Prince of Antioch,

art not. For—WE are lord of Antioch, thy rich and
fruitful city.

“Sword in hand, we swept through thy city on
the fourth hour of Saturday, the fourth day of.
Ramadan. If thou hadst seen thy knights rolled

tation, and he turned to his chamberlain, who, at

under the hoofs of our horses; thy palaces trampled

Bohemund’s nod, flung up his hand.
“Shape better your tongue, or be silent. It is
well known to all men that my lord is prince of
Antioch and by that title only is he addressed.” Yet

by the plunderers who filled their bags with booty;

his heart sank within him that Bohemund, for the
honor of his title, should antagonize his enemy and
provoke the wrath of the Moslems.

“Thus was the message given to me,” the envoy
replied, “to Al Komas, the Count.

And not other-

thy treasures weighed out by the heaviest weights;
thy fair women hawked in the streets at four for a

dinar—and bought with thine own gold!
“Tf thou hadst seen thy churches broken into,

their croses shattered, their gospel tossed from hand
to hand in the open under the sun, the tombs of thy

noble forefathers overturned while thy foe, the Moslem, trod upon them, slaughtering priests and nobles

wise may I say what was said to me.”
He glanced about, and met the cold gaze of

and knights—

the groom.
“Yah Brens—O Prince, content ye.” His manner had changed. His words came in an even flow,
and they discussed briefly the treaty. Bohemund,
he said, had broken the treaty.

thy halls—thy dead cast into the flames temporal

The chamberlain thought, “It is over.

There is

“Couldst thou have seen the flames licking up
while the flames eternal awaited them, thy churches

rocking and going down! ... Then wouldst thou
have said, ‘O God, that I were dust!’

“Since no man of thine escaped to tell thee the
tale, I tell it thee.—Baibars.”
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THE EDITOR’S SOAP BOX
On March 4, Fraklin Delano Roosevelt was in-

augurated President of the United States.

Imme-

diately, he put into effect a program of vigorous

action; the results during the past few weeks have
been very gratifying.

Franklin D. Roosevelt is the shrewdest man to

makes is ridiculous. We can best support President
Roosevelt by not having too much confidence in
him, by being very, very critical of his policies, by
showing an antagonistic concern about our own
welfare, and thus awakening him to his tremendous

occupy the presidential chair in quite some time.
Study his recent moves: his refusal to name moneyed men as cabinet officers, his making use of the
radio at every opportunity, realizing that he enters

responsibility to us and our welfare. Perhaps Pres.
Roosevelt already realizes how tremendous that responsibility is. Nevertheless, he and every other
man work harder under pressure; a severe, exacting boss gets the best results out of his workmen.

the American home in this way, his calling Con-

All of us are the bosses of Roosevelt, and if we want

gress to a special session, and sending to it daily

recommendations, his putting aside the distribution

results we had better not become insignificant yesmen. We had better be very cautious in examin-

of jobs until after the session closes, thus making

ing all measures proposed by our President.

sure of Congressional support of his relief program.
Shrewdness of course, is not enough. But President
Roosevelt’s policies are apparently sound; the recent economic changes evidence that. Whether
Democraitc leaders in Congress are enthusiastically
supporting their leader merely because they want

I think Roosevelt prefers having it that way. He
wants us to be interested, to be exacting. Mind you,
I don’t mean that we should be openly bitter towards all he does, that we should argue stupidly,
and make ourselves pig-headed. But I do look
upon as ridiculous the pledges of unconditional sup-

the jobs for voters in their own states and districts
is a debatable question. Heretofore, Congress has
not been lauded for its unselfishness. Despite the

port being made by numerous officials and organizations to our President. Every man makes fre-

Congressional attitude, however, you and I need to
give support to President Roosevelt.
How? I’m not going to say “by having confidence.” That absolutely meaningless phrase has
been so abused lately that the very mention of it
is rather nauseating. We have confidence in others
only when they are producting good results, and
asking us to place our trust in every move a man
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quent errors, and Franklin D. Roosevelt is going to
make errors while President. What can be gained
through support of such errors?
*
*
*
Within twenty-five years, critics will come to recognize Emily Dickinson as the greatest poet in
American Literature, provided that a greater than

she does not rise up in the meantime.
Emily Dickinson lived a simple, uneventful life;

she died at the age of 56, completely unknown. It
was several years before her poems were discovered,
collected, and published. Her fame spread quickly.
As I have already said, her life was quiet and
free of great events, yet her outlook on the world,
on men, and on their emotions was so richly developed that it is worthy of universal application. Her
poems are richly human and magnificently natural.
Some charge she is vague and stilted; nothing could
be further from the truth. Her thought may, perhaps, evade us at first reading, but after careful

scrutiny reveals itself completely and leaves us almost breathless. Reading her, we are continually
conscious of her vividness; we see that her ideas
and experiences are our own, everyone’s, but, above

all, that she has expressed them most honestly. She
demonstrates our pettiness so faithfully that she
embarrasses us. Let me demonstrate with one of
her best loved poems:
I’m nobody! Who are you?
Are you nobody, too?
Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell!
They’d banish us you know.
How dreary to be somebody!

How public like a frog
To tell your name the livelong day
To an admiring bog!
Emily Dickinson, however, has one shortcoming:
her refusal to be hampered by rime. Ifa rime came
naturally to her while she sought expresson of a
thought, well and good: she used it.

did not bother to look for one.

If not, she

against uniformity. If we remember, however, the
depth behind what she is saying in comparison
with the shallowness in American writers before
her, who were too insistent on form, then we can

thoroughly appreciate her greatness. So far, we
have not done this; we have beena little afraid to

honor any poetess. It is time for us to realize in
America that the finest poetic work was and is being done by women. You have the exaxmple, at
present, of Edna St. Vincent Millay, and of Sara
Teasdale who died only several weeks ago. What’s
the reason? Simply that women in America today
(and yesterday), are getting more out of life than
men.
*

2K

*

You may be wondering about the absence of a
February issue of the Exponent. Well, it was impossible to put one out due to a lack of material.
Optimistically, we are blaming the January exam-

inations for the lack; we dare not even suggest to
ourselves that it might have been due to a lack of
interest in publishing the Exponent.
We're not going to set down here the disappointments that the editor of a college magazine experiences in attempting to collect printable reading mat-

ter; principally, because those disappointments are
too numerous. College men, as a rule (or rather,
college men who try to do creative writing), are

fairly exact about grammar and_ constructions.
Their failing is in not being able to choose the right
subject. They write what has been said many times
before, and in a much-used manner.

Above all, col-

(Notice that the

lege writers should be original. And to be original,

second and fourth lines of the first stanza of the

one must think. Don’t sacrifice truth to avoid
triteness, but it’s rather foolish to believe that all

above poem have not the same sound at all.) Emily
Dickinson would not sacrifice her idea to a mere
convention. She is not a vers librist; meter is very

truths have been discovered. All college men have
individual reactions to all sorts of problems, but sel-

definite in most of her poems, nevertheless, her neg-

dom are those reactions written down. Why not?

lect to hunt for riming words is purely a violation

We'd rather the college men answer that.
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After the Final Quarter—
When you are beginning to forget the thrills of the game
and to realize just how tired and hungry you are, step in
at the nearest Telling Dealer’s and refresh yourself with
delicoius TELLING’S ICE CREAM. You'll like it and
come back for more!
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